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	1. Prologue: A Call to War

**A/N: A new idea bouncing around in my head for awhile. And I guess this is the NoctLuna fic I was talking about earlier in January. There were several of them, but I put them in the archives for a while because I didn't know what I wanted to do with it and which direction it should take. This one however, I already have the basic idea laid out. So here are two chapters for you. :D I want to know if this fic is worth pursuing to the end, and I might need help with some ideas. xD I'll pitch them in the chapters to come. So for now, if you want, take a shot at reading this and tell me if I should carry on afterwards. Okay? :) It'll be slow, but I promise the plot should pick up soon. For now, we'll have to deal with the whole introductory phase. :3**

**Story setting is AU basically, because I'm hyped about the Assassin's Creed movie coming out too. I combined the two worlds together, and this is what I got. Originally, this should be a cross-over, but I didn't think the characters in Assassin's Creed would fit with the fantastical world that is FFXV. xDDD**

**DISCLAIMERS: I DO NOT OWN Final Fantasy XV or the characters in the story. Lucky Square-Enix owns them.**

* * *

><p><strong>Prologue: A Call to War<strong>

Frustration was an understatement. This had to be more than that.

Nineteen years.

The stretch of time made him antsy and restless. All those years of searching and still nothing. He wasn't sure if his own party was at fault or the minx was just too clever for her own good. What was _she _thinking taking the kingdom's most precious treasure away? It wasn't as if she could horde it and keep it all to herself. She had to share the bundle at some point. Nearly two decades, yet his memory of that suddenly chaotic morning was still too fresh like it was a mere event of yesterday.

Grunting, the elderly emperor sat straighter in his throne of lavishly hammered gold and iron thinking about the day when his grand conquest had started. Two things had been cruelly stolen from him: the seat of world power which rightfully belonged to Niflheim, and his only heir. The preparations and the plotting had been long and arduous, the execution slow at its worst, but now, he could see his plans coming to fruition. The world was ripe for conquest. The world was more than ready for a different era—under a different rule. The only set back in his brilliant scheme was his missing heir. Taken from him, snatched cruelly right under his nose. The thief knew no courtesies.

He had wallowed in resentment and bitterness for _years_; plotted and prepared his vengeance for the day when he would strike. While nothing had come into the light in the years that preceded this moment, he knew something better was coming his way. He could feel it in his bones.

The fall of the mighty Lucian empire was close at hand, and the Assassin Brotherhood would soon waste away to nothing more than a memory. Niflheim would rise. The Templar Order would reign.

War was on the horizon, and so was the promise of sure victory.

vVvVv

The chilly winds howled across the busy Lucian metropolis, chilling everything it touched with its icy fingers. Winter was on the horizon, and the inhabitants of the Crown City of Insomnia were on the verge of freezing due to the extremely low temperatures. Men and women alike huddled in their coats for some much needed warmth. In this weather, a thaw would have been the most welcome. Nobody wanted to be outside of the comfort of their homes, but none of them really had a choice—not when there were errands to run and agendas to finish; not when you had hungry mouths to feed.

She clutched the lapels of her gray fur coat, tugging them closer with one of her gloved hands. The scarf wrapped around her neck helped keep some of her body warmth in, but it didn't really help now that the snow began to fall. Busy bodies jostled into her as she stopped walking. Pedestrians didn't break their stride as they rushed eagerly for home, but she stopped walking; not because she suddenly had the urge to be melodramatic, but because her senses had picked up something forthcoming. Someone was watching her.

She craned her neck around to get a better view, but whatever progress she could have made would have been halted anyway. There was no way of getting a good view point from her location. She was at a disadvantage. Huffing, she buried her chin further into the confines of her the rolled up scarf wrapped snugly around her neck. She stuffed her gloved hands into the pockets of her winter coat, and tried her best to quicken her pace. Running would give her away. Walking would put her at risk, but she had a slight chance of making it out of there, and she would take that chance—no matter how slim it appeared.

She stumbled amid walking; a likely result of a heavy man's body ramming into her. She caught a splash of red out of the corner of her eye. Someone murmured a husky apology in her ear before a breath of cold air rushed into her mouth. And she was falling... Falling as if in slow motion. Her brain was too muddled with foreign pain to even understand what was happening. There was a heavy thud, and then a shrill scream, and then a flurry of movement everywhere.

Puffs of white and gray and icky brown covered her vision. She could see the bare tops of trees looming over her, quivering in the chilly wind that huffed across the city once more. She could hear the wails of an ambulance in the distance, and faces appeared—scrutinizing her. And then darkness consumed everything.


	2. Chapter 1: The Letter

**Chapter 1: The Letter**

She had no idea how much time had passed. All she was sure of was that she wanted to be anywhere else but here. Being in an industrial factory clouded with dust and smoke would have been much more preferable compared to the situation at hand. No, she wasn't concerned about staying hidden in an underground safe house beneath the Fleuret manor. What bothered her was the commotion happening outside.

While it was true that they were safe from the explosives and the madness taking place in the world above, Luna couldn't help but worry about other things for a whole different reason. War had been inevitable. It always had been—for a long time now. She may have been living in the comfort and safety of the Fleuret Manor in the province of Tenebrae, but Lunafreya was neither blind nor ignorant.

The speculations and the gossip had been all over the mass media in the preceding years, and she was not one of the few who had chosen to turn a blind eye to the hapless predictions. It had all been there, plain as the serene waters of the lake at high noon. One would have to admit to being incredibly naive to not see it coming. But being aware of the forthcoming battle that shadowed the horizon was one thing, and being violently shoved into the actual war zone was another.

And that is exactly how she would describe the possible state of the city above. It had become a war zone. A few months prior, terrorist attacks had happened more often. There had been reports of suicide bombing occurring in public places where large masses of people were said to gather on very specific occasions. A shooting incident had taken place, claiming the lives of over a hundred civilians. The preceding weeks that led up to today had sported reports of bombing occurring in different areas in the city. The casualty count had been piling up to numbers that were far too gruesome to be considered normal, and now it was happening.

It had only been a matter of the time. The rest of the world had been speculating about Niflheim's call to arms years ago. In the long run, their small scale invasions were probably overdue by now. She agreed with everyone else when it had been theorized that Niflheim was after the big fish in the uncharted waters. It sought to capture Lucis for its own—claiming the seat of world power to rule over. And here they were, putting their plan into action—possibly after years of planning and preparing.

A heavy sigh escaped her lips as she leaned her head against the walls of their underground shelter, closing her eyes, wishing for a moment that the previous month hadn't happened—had been a figment of her nightmare. Sadly, it wasn't.

"Father, how much longer do you think until we can come out and leave?" She asked curiously, toying with the necklace around her neck.

The man she had called 'father' looked up at the ceiling for a moment just as another distant bomb explosion rocked the ground.

"Unless it's completely quiet, we're not leaving here." He nodded resolutely as he returned to polishing his daggers.

Luna watched him curiously for a moment before speaking up again, trying to maintain conversation. "Do you think mom would have had regrets when she died?" She asked hesitantly, forcing the words around her suddenly tightening throat.

A week ago, the press had reported a case of gruesome murder that had happened in the streets of the renowned Lucian crown city. The people of Insomnia had borne witness to a killing that had occurred in a flash in the middle of a tightly knit crowd. It had been unbelievable at first. Her mind had refused to believe the circulating story then, but choosing to remain in blissful ignorance could have only lasted for so long. Eventually, reality had come crashing down on her like a pile of bricks.

She and her father had sat by her mother's lifeless body in the funeral home, staring wordlessly at the lovely woman who would never grace them with her sweet smile ever again.

It still hurt to think about the loss, and she would be lying if she said her heart didn't grieve at very thought or mention of her mother. That had been a hard blow.

The man stopped what he was doing before a strange expression crossed his deep gray eyes. But just as suddenly as it appeared, it had gone. "One can never tell for sure with your mother, Luna. She wasn't a woman who was fond of creating future regrets. She was always one step ahead; always thinking everything through."

The blonde smiled slightly. Her father had always looked at her mother with such high regard it was rather admirable. "She left me a letter before she went to Insomnia, you know."

Luna reached into the inner pocket of her gray bomber jacket, taking a medium sized envelope out. It was plain—held no special script on the outside whatsoever. The folded piece of yellow paper inside was slightly visible, but that was just about it. She had found it lying innocently inside her desk drawer two days after her mother had been murdered in cold blood, and had not thought to open it—until now. She hadn't felt like it before; never wanted to read what was written even if curiosity got the better of her at times. It was certainly returning with a vengeance now, as a dozen questions ran through her mind.

"Did she now?" The man raised an eyebrow but his hands never ceased in polishing what little semblance of self-defense they had.

"I haven't read it yet." She murmured, fingering the flap on the envelope.

"Why not?"

"Never crossed my mind." Luna slowly broke the seal that attached the flap to the rest of the envelope, and with careful fingers took out the piece of parchment that was nestled inside.

Unfolding it cautiously, her eyes scanned over the single page, reminiscing memories of her mother just from the sight of her personal calligraphy. It wasn't odd to note that she adored the woman who raised her; she really did. Her parents had always been there for her as she grew up, and she loved them for it.

_Dearest Luna,_

_My lovely lady of the moon, my daughter, I am deeply sorry I have to tell you this way. There is so much to tell you, yet I am short on time. I leave for the crown city of Lucis in an hour, and you are deep in sleep under your covers. I do not wish to wake you and disturb your pleasant dreams, so I am leaving you this instead._

_I do not know what waits for me there, but I can feel it in my bones that something ominous is in store for me. And if something unbecoming _does _happen, please, I beg of you, trust in these words that I shall leave. It may seem hard, but what I am about say will help spare your life in the tragedy that the world is about to fall into._

_People have been speculating about a war for years. You know this, Luna. You have told me all about it yourself. Yes, war is at hand. And it is coming very soon. And when it does, listen closely to what your father might tell you. It may be difficult to believe his words at first, but trust me when I say it is very true. Let your father guide you, because I can guarantee that he shall not lead you astray. He is there to help you and to protect you._

_This is all I ask of you, my daughter. Please do as he says; for my sake and yours. I want you to know that I love you more than my own life. I would do everything I can to protect you, and I will._

_With all my love,_

_Mom_

She couldn't even begin to describe how she felt after reading what her mother had written down. Luna knew from the beginning that her mother's death was a mystery that was yet to be solved, and that the puzzle pieces were currently being gathered. But after reading her mother's last words in a letter addressed to her, a whole new mystery formed in her mind. The letter had given birth to more questions rather than answers, and she didn't know how to feel about it.

It was so confusing that it left her wandering in her thoughts aimlessly. Still in a slight daze from the surprise and the shock, she reread the parchment again, trying her best to read between the lines. The letter itself sounded so sure. Her _mother _seemed so sure of herself. She had spoken about ominous things occurring and it _had _happened. Her mom had passed away.

Why did it seem like her mother was so sure of everything that was going to happen? Was it pure instinct, or something else entirely? There were so many what-ifs and possibilities that Luna found herself thinking that it probably wasn't possible to feel so confused and frustrated in this single moment in time. Had her mother _known _about her eventual end or the fate that would befall her at Insomnia?

She knew it could all be chance, but the letter she had gripped between her fingers was proof that it probably wasn't. Her mother sounded exceptionally sure... In the end, Luna gave up and looked at her father with bewilderment and confusion in her eyes. So many questions. Where should she even start?

"What does she mean by 'It may be difficult to believe his words at first, but trust me when I say it is very true?'" She found herself asking, waving the letter at him. "She says in this letter that you _might _tell me something. What is it?" She couldn't help sounding a bit snappish.

She felt antsy and lost. Suddenly, everything seemed so strange.

The man pinched the bridge of his nose as he sighed. "Elise wanted to tell you herself, believe me, but time has forbidden her from doing so." He explained, putting his last dagger on the leather holster set in front of him. "Your mother was an assassin."

For a moment there, she couldn't breathe—couldn't find her voice to speak. If she had not been raised in a noble household where the governess in charge had constantly reminded her to never act brash around other people while growing up, Luna was positive her jaw might have dropped in even more shock. Her mother...an assassin? That can't be right. Her mother was such...a lady.

"That known fact alone is the reason why you are in so much danger and why your mother has sought to protect you with her own life." He explained gently, imploring with his eyes for her to believe him. No matter how crazy he sounded babbling about an underground society at the moment.

Luna drew her legs closer to her chest, the letter now lying innocently on her sleeping bag. The words swam before her eyes, jumbling together to form incoherent thoughts. She only had assumptions, and that was never good enough.

"I'm assuming this had a hand in her—" She swallowed thickly. "—death..."

"In part." He agreed, making himself more comfortable as he sat up straighter and crossed his legs. "The Assassins have one common enemy."

"The Templar Order." Luna murmured between slightly chapped lips as she began to connect the dots—albeit slowly.

Her father nodded. "Yes. Templars are quite vocal about who they are and what they stand for." He explained further, adjusting the belt around his trousers. "Whereas, assassins keep to themselves. The Brotherhood is well-known throughout the world, but to identify one is nigh impossible." He smirked. "You'd have to know what to look for to be sure of one."

"You know so much. You're one of them too, aren't you?" She deduced easily, glancing at the ceiling above their heads.

"Indeed I am." He nodded, listening for any sound of commotion from the outside. "The coast is supposedly clear. We have to leave now before we are too late." He quickly got to his feet, gathering his weapons and what little supplies they could carry with them for the journey. "Niflheim troops will swarm the city at sunrise."

Luna followed the man's lead without complaint; her brain still digesting the lot of mind-blowing information she had just been fed. The narrow metal staircase that led to the manor's backyard was steep, so she had to brace herself on one of the railings for extra precaution as she helped her father carry out what supplies they could bring.

"A Templar might be responsible for mom's departure." She commented choosing her words carefully as they ascended into the private property lawn.

"Possibly." The man nodded, his posture a little stiff as he approached the black jeep sitting in the garage.

"Does mom want me to join the Brotherhood?" Luna asked curiously, trying to pry out as much information as she could get whilst loading a tent, sleeping bags, and backpacks full of clothing onto the backseat of the vehicle.

Her father glanced at her out of the corner of his eye before he slammed the hood down in preparation for their leaving. "She would leave that entirely up to you."

Luna couldn't help but ponder on that some more as they rode on the jeep. She barely felt it when the engine began running. Her mind was still too deeply enamored into thoughts and possibilities that surrounded the mysterious motives revolving around her mother's untimely death. It was possible that a Templar murdered her, that or it was just some criminal who got off in killing innocent people. She couldn't even believe that anyone would have the guts to murder a noble woman in cold blood in the middle of a crowded street. According to the reports, a lot of people had been at the scene of the crime, but every other person that could have qualified as a witness had testified about being unable to understand what had happened. Their statements were one in the same. They were shocked when a woman began bleeding to death in the middle of the street. Those testimonies themselves were fishy at best.

Luna knew that the authorities were probably working on the investigation, but she doubted the efficiency—especially with the threat of all-out war looming on the horizon. She didn't doubt that Lucis would be busy strengthening the defenses in their borders and preparing themselves for any unexpected assaults. To be honest, she wanted to investigate the murder herself.

"In her letter," She suddenly began, snapping out of her reverie only to see the miserable state of the quiet little city. "Mom sounded like she knew what was coming for her."

People wandered the streets, scouring for food in grocery stores as some survivors took cabs—eager to leave the assaulted city.

"Your mother was a very cautious person. She analyzed every situation in multiple angles, weighing her options, planning ahead, preparing for the worst." Her father explained, eyes trained on the debris and rubble littering the road, creating obstacles for any vehicle leaving the city. "Few of the female master assassins in the Brotherhood."

Luna fell silent after that, a rather pertinent thought entering her mind. The only way she could successfully avenge and investigate her mother's death was to join a party capable of doing so. The police force and the military were out of the question. Getting in would need a lot of technical training that would take years, and she didn't have time for that. But there came her other option—joining the Assassins' Brotherhood. While she was sure there would be loads of training involved, it was definitely the easier route—far more practical too.

She watched the rest of the unpleasant scenery drift by in a whirl of the speeding vehicle. The blonde leaned her head tiredly against the window, closing her eyes. Real rest was long overdue, and she needed it if she was going to think this entire decision of hers through.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Two chapters up. And again, please let me know if this story is worth seeing to its conclusion. I have a basic ending planned out, but it's branching out too much. I need ideas and input from you guys in the long run too. So if you would want to suggest anything, feel free to do so in your reviews. :) If you tell me it's worth continuing, then a finished chapter 2 would probably be up soon. I'm still working on that. :3 Thank you for reading, and I hope to see in another chapter. :D I love you all. :3**


	3. Chapter 2: To Lucis

**A/N: Special thanks to my _guest reviewer, Grumpeaches, _****_and Zak123456789022_ for leaving some encouraging reviews, and a great big thank you to _everybody who read the story_. :) Well, you told me you wanted it, so here's chapter 2 for you all. The plot hasn't picked up yet, if you must know, and I'm sorry about that. :3 I did warn you in the beginning that the build-up might be a bit slow, but I'm working on it, no worries. xDDD This chapter might be a bit short because we're still tackling plot devices.**

**DISCLAIMERS: I forgot to put this in the first chapter. Any references in this story pertaining to Assassin's Creed are property of Ubisoft.**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 2: To Lucis<strong>

"_So what do you want to do today?" He asked, turning to look at her with a bright enthusiastic smile._

"_Hmm..." She thought for a bit, absently tracing the petals of a nearby flower as it fluttered in the breeze. "Let's pretend to fight again." She suggested, nodding determinedly._

_The Prince scratched the back of his head as he considered the idea. "Well, I have a knight sword. You can borrow one of mine." He nodded gleefully, jogging towards a tree where he had conveniently left his toys yesterday._

"_No, I think this'll do." She grinned, spotting a crooked stick about four feet long lying around in the trimmed grass._

"_You sure?" He asked, cocking his head to one side as he gripped the hilt of the plastic sword in one hand._

"_Yup." She swung her makeshift weapon across empty air, watching as it sliced through the atmosphere with a distinct whooshing noise. "I like it."_

"_Face my wrath!" He cried, charging towards her while holding the sword out in mock offense as they began their play._

_She giggled, taking an agile step back as she allowed instinct to take over. She raised her make shift lance, blocking the slash of his sword promptly._

_This wasn't the first time they had engaged in mock combat. It was rather fun, and it proved to be more entertaining than sitting around talking about random things. Watching television could get rather dull too, but this was always a perfect way to pass the time. She wasn't sure if her parents would approve of her style of play, but it was refreshing to know that her friend didn't care. They were having fun and that was what mattered._

"_You're slow, Noct." She teased good-naturedly as she easily side-stepped a blow from his weapon._

"_Am not!" He protested, thrusting his sword forward to tap her side with the flat edge._

_She barely avoided the assault just managing to block his attack with her lance. They went back and forth, jabbing and defending. A couple of times she had tried swiping his feet from under him with her stick while he tried to get past the hole in her meager defenses to land a strike._

"_Hey Luna." He called, lowering his weapon to squint his eyes at the very tip of the tallest castle spire. "What's that?"_

"_What's what?" She turned immediately, curious as to what the Prince meant._

_She didn't see the sly grin creeping onto his face before he dropped his weapon and tackled her into the soft grass. He took advantage of her surprised reaction, snatching her stick and tossing it a few feet away from them._

"_That's not fair!" She protested, laughing as she tried to get away from his invading fingers. He was going to tickle her to death, and she wasn't going to have that._

_He poked her side, and burst out laughing when she jerked instinctively. "I win." He grinned, crowing over the victory that he underhandedly achieved._

_But she wasn't put out. She was guilty of distracting him to win in their play fights too. "You cheated." She pouted._

"_Just like everybody else." He joked, naively unaware of the truth behind his words._

_The Prince raised himself off of her, kneeling on the soft grass while he offered a hand to help her sit up. She smiled at him gratefully and pulled herself up, panting. Running her fingers through her now very tousled blonde hair, she sighed and smiled at the constant companion she had known for a year now._

"_Noct, you _are _being trained to fight, aren't you?" She asked curiously._

"_Yeah, but I love training anyways." He grinned broadly, plucking out blades of grass with his fingers. "It's fun. I haven't been training for a week now though, because I sprained my left wrist in one session." He explained._

"_But you can fight now." She blinked, confused yet curious._

"_It's all better now." He shrugged, flashing her a smile that always lit up her day for whatever reason._

The rest of her world faded to black as consciousness slowly seeped in. The gentle heat shining upon her face from the rays of the morning sun had proved more potent than any alarm clock of hers. It hurt a little too. Luna immediately jerked her face away from the window as soon as awareness had settled in. She hadn't dreamed about the past in a long time, so it was quite odd that it was reoccurring now of all times. And now that she thought about it, she _hadn't _seen her childhood friend for years now. Growing up, her mind sometimes wandered to thoughts of Prince Noctis, and what kind of person he had wound up becoming. She certainly knew what he looked like, but holding an actual conversation with him was another story.

Breaking herself out of the nostalgic memory, she glanced out the window she had been leaning against, for a moment, thought about asking where she was only to find that she was still in the safety of the jeep they had been riding since they had left the manor last night. She turned her head, squinting at the brightness before her eyes settled on the man behind the wheel, driving nonchalantly in complete silence.

"Where are we?" She asked, sitting up straighter, banishing the remnants of her dream into the back of her mind.

"In the outskirts of Tenebrae." The man answered, glancing at her out of the corner of his eye. "Airships bearing the national crest of Niflheim have appeared earlier this morning, heading opposite our direction."

"Going to build a base of operations in Tenebrae no doubt." She sighed, running a hand through her slightly tousled blonde hair. "Where are we heading by the way?"

"To the only place whose barriers are strong enough to withstand an attack from Niflheim." He replied immediately.

"We're going to Insomnia?" She asked skeptically.

The plan made perfect sense. The kingdom of Lucis was the only place of safe refuge to head for in a dire time such as this. She didn't want to say anything anymore; just let the brand new piece of information sink in. A pregnant silence fell upon the duo, neither willing to open a conversation. Luna found herself pondering about last night's reflections and choices, wanting to think it through before she would jump onto an irrevocable decision . She knew that once she was going in for it, there would be no turning back. She turned to her father as he continued to sit behind the wheel, maneuvering the car as he drove.

"You used to travel to Insomnia for some periods of time, and you always took me along." A memory of a little girl running through the castle hallways surfaced from the depths of her mind as she voiced her thoughts.

The man smirked. "King Regis himself was immensely pleased when he found that you got along quite splendidly with the Prince."

Luna found herself smiling fondly at those words. "Noct was a great friend."

"_Was_?"

"We haven't spoken to each other in a decade ever since, you know, when the roads weren't all that safe for travel anymore and kingdom borders were strengthened." She folded her arms on top of her lap, remembering the warning that had been issued on the evening news.

"Whatever happened to emails and calls and sending letters?" The man prodded, glancing at his daughter as she fidgeted with the sleeves of her jacket.

"Mom began teaching me and bringing me along in her court duties, remember?" She sent him a pointed look when he chuckled at her answer. "And I'm sure Prince Noctis was even busier than I was."

The vehicle decelerated as they approached an intersection. Traffic was thick in this area as cars of various sizes lined up while Niflheim soldiers paced around the area, standing guard. A man stood at the very front of the line, covered from head to toe in iron, waving cars along when they were cleared.

"A Niflheim patrol." Luna murmured, staring out the windshield as she watched one soldier tap on the tinted window of a car.

"They're conducting checkpoints." Her father's eyes widened considerably. "But the next town is over three kilometers away."

The man glanced at his side mirror, trying to find a way out of the trap that had been set. There was a long line of vehicles behind theirs. He could easily switch lanes and go back the way they came, but the chances of a Niflheim military run-in were extremely high. He could easily follow through with the checkpoint, but they had a problem. Luna was the daughter of a deceased noble woman who was a member of the Council that helped govern Tenebrae. Civilians were allowed off the hook easily, but he knew without a doubt that these soldiers had to have been given instructions. The chances of him and his daughter leaving this ordeal interrogation-free were slim. When it would finally be their turn and these men would glimpse their faces, they were bound to ask questions—who they were, what their purpose was for leaving Tenebrae, when had they left, where they were headed and why they were going there. Every single line of inquiry had to be invasive, and he, for one, did not want to know the reaction they would get if he ever divulged the true purpose of their departure.

To reveal that they were headed for Lucis would be treachery in the eyes of Niflheim men. Tenebrae was now a conquered territory; therefore, the people residing in its domain were now subjects of the Emperor. He and Luna could get thrown in jail or worse. Luna seemed to comprehend this unspoken idea easily, for she too was vainly searching for a way to escape their current predicament.

"You can't turn around; that's much worse." She muttered thoughtfully, her entire composure held in place with a calm facade that allowed her mind to think clearly.

He shook his head, shifting gears as the car moved forward slowly. "We're going to have to escape."

The vehicle in front of them moved along, sending puffs of gray smoke into the clear sky. Not for the first time, Luna felt humored at the irony of it all. The day looked far too beautiful, and here was fickle Fate thrusting them into an ominous situation that could claim their lives.

She followed the soldier's movements as he came around to the driver's side and tapped impatiently on the window. Her father refused to budge; his jaw clenched, revealing his tension. But his posture was relaxed. The Niflheim was soldier was trying to open the door now, and her father was content enough to get him frustrated for two tries. The rest of the line behind them were growing impatient as blaring car horns filled the air.

"Cooperate so this can run smoothly." Another soldier called out, gripping the firearm he held in both hands.

On the soldier's third attempt, her father unlocked the door. Luna watched the entire scene unfold—as if it were playing in slow motion. The door opened to reveal an annoyed soldier. (She didn't have to see his face to know that he was.) At the exact moment when he peered into the vehicle to question the driver, Luna watched quietly as one of her father's wrists flicked back, revealing a hidden blade in the enormous cuff that engulfed his forearm. He thrust the sharp object into the soldier's throat—the blade slim and the movement quick enough to slip through the chinks in the chain plate that the soldier wore underneath his armor.

The blade was withdrawn, coated with gleaming red blood. The soldier's body was thrust backwards onto the asphalt road as her father used the shock and distraction to escape the scene. The vehicle jerked forward as her father slammed his foot on the accelerator, shifting gears in a matter of seconds to get away. Luna turned in her seat to check behind them. A commotion was left behind as the Niflheim's soldiers' only means of transportation resorted to chasing them down.

"They're gaining on us." She remarked nonchalantly, not at all perturbed. All her life, she knew her father to be a good fighter and an equally excellent driver. Learning recently that he was an assassin only reassured her further.

Maneuvering the steering wheel, he revved the car at maximum speed, reaching the other town in record time. The vehicle swerved and bumped as they cut through a narrow alleyway that could possibly lead to a deserted part of town. The people had given them odd and dirty looks when they had rushed in town with a flurry of chaos in their wake, but didn't pay them any heed. Their car stopped at a busy gas station as her father parked the car between a bus and a delivery truck—inconspicuous enough.

Luna huffed a relieved sigh, her heart rate slowing down as the adrenaline slowly left her veins. "Nice save." She complimented, smirking before a thought dawned on her.

"Thanks." The man sighed, leaning against the head rest.

"This town is under Niflheim reign though." Luna shook her head, unlocking her door.

"True, but it gives us a temporary place to wait the abandoned chase out. We outran them, but when they come here, they're going to report the happenings." He glanced out the windshield. "We might have to abandon this vehicle sooner than I thought."

"Right."

"Are you all right?" He asked, fixing her with a concerned gaze.

"I'm fine." She waved the inquiry off; more than used to strife and chaos; and blood and violence. There was plenty of it growing up.

"How long would it take to get to Lucis at this rate?" Luna asked, watching closely as men conversed close to the station's convenience store.

"At our pace of travel—and now that we're wanted people—a week, I suppose. We're traveling by land. If we can nab an airship headed there, then it would be quicker."

"It's a good thing they didn't see our faces." She chuckled. "Or it would be a lot harder to travel incognito. They only have this jeep as identification."

"We need to find a new car." Her father mumbled under his breath.

"Can we afford one?" She asked, peeking at the man behind her fringe of blonde hair. She hated the idea that they would possibly need to resort to theft to survive. She hoped they wouldn't.

"At the very least." The man nodded, and Luna sighed with relief.

Staring at the road that stretched on through this town and beyond, Luna could tell it was going to be a long week, and at the rate that they were traveling, she knew it would feel even longer. But if they could make it to Lucis in time, then she knew they would be safe. It was nice to know that her parents knew important people in that country, and maybe—just maybe—she would get to see Prince Noctis in the flesh again. It was too good to be true to hope for the previous camaraderie they shared. They couldn't just jump back and pick up where they had left off ten years ago. _If _they ever met this time around, she knew it would be a long reacquainting process all over again. She knew she had changed to a certain degree over the years, and she didn't doubt that time shaped him as well. But another agenda came to mind—one she had mulled over last night.

"If I decide to join the Brotherhood, would you let me?" She asked her father cautiously, breaking him out of whatever reverie he had delved into during their time of silence.

"You are old enough to make your own choices. I, however, would advise you to think that idea of yours through. Once you have asked to join the Brotherhood, there is no turning back."

Luna pursed her lips in thought. "I am well aware of such a condition."

"When have you started considering this?" Her father turned to her. "Last night?"

She shrugged. "I can fight well, but I know it's not enough to fend against enemies that are hidden in plain sight. Even _you _would agree that I'm in even more danger now than ever before; you said so yourself."

Her father nodded in agreement. "Then think it through. Weigh your options and your choices. When we arrive at Lucis, I would want to hear your decision..."

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Yes, Noct and Luna are childhood friends—something borrowed from canon property. xD But I should point out once again that this story is AU. Not to mention it crosses over with Assassin's Creed too. xD Thank you for reading and I hope to see you in the next chapter. In the mean time, I'd love to hear from you. Saw any mistakes? Feel free to correct me. Have any questions? PM me or just type it in the review. I'd be happy to answer them. :) ^_^**


	4. Chapter 3: An Old Friend

**A/N: I think you can tell what's coming just by looking at the chapter title... xD Sorry this took four days. I had trouble with the filler portion of the chapter. Though, I'm happy to say that we're almost through with the annoying introduction phase. The plot should probably start flying on the next chapter. I'm getting a lot readers on the statistics, and that makes me happy. Also, thank you to _Frozenstarrr, _and _Zak123456789022 _for reviewing the previous chapter. :) And of course _thank you so much _ if you're reading this. :3 I appreciate the time you spare. :D But enough of me. Let's get over to Luna. :3**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 3: An Old Friend<strong>

Lunafreya had always prided herself for possessing an open mind. Growing up, she had learned that life was full of endless possibilities, and while circumstances were undesirable at times, one had to learn to adapt to misfortune. It is well-known that Fate was a fickle mistress, and she knew it to be true. There were instances in her young life where she was unavoidably thrust into situations she would never dream of. Her mother's untimely death had been one of them—and by far the greatest hurdle she had ever faced. Grief and devastation were powerful emotions that could easily eat away at the mind if not handled with caution. The shocking revelation of her parents' true identities was another circumstance that proved to be momentous enough an occasion to not forget. All her life, she had looked up to her parents for their unwavering loyalty to serve the domain of Tenebrae, but to discover years later that her parents were _actually _involved in underground organizations—that was another thing. She didn't like to dwell on it often, but her falling out of contact with a treasured friend had been the eye-opener that made her realize that life was not all about rainbows and sunshine for the rest of one's existence.

The journey back to Lucis had been a trying one; a short adventure riddled with life threatening car chases, impromptu camping, and a lot of sneaking around. Nevertheless, she would honestly say that seeing the well-protected borders of Lucis before her eyes was refreshing. It was exhilarating to know that after days of braving the wilderness and the dangers of the road at night, they had finally arrived at the stronghold of protection. Lucis' fortresses weren't ones to be contended with. Soldiers armed to the teeth stood sentry at the physical stronghold guarding the kingdom, and magi of all ranks patrolled and helped keep the magical barriers in place. They were foreigners, yes, but for a tightly guarded nation, Lucis was known for providing aid to its allied forces. It helped that her father was well-known among the ranks of the Lucian military, and that he knew King Regis Caelum personally too.

"We're lucky you're one of the King's friends." Luna joked as they waited in their newly bought car—after the jeep had been ditched—for traffic congestion to loosen.

It had been days since she had seen a bustling metropolis, and it was a welcome change from the usually quaint towns they stumbled upon throughout a week of non-stop travel. She could do without the noise though.

Insomnia, being the crown city, was the kingdom's capital when it came to trade and business with the rest of the world. There was an inner protective barrier surrounding it too since it was home to the palace and the royal family. Apart from that, there were toll gates stationed at the entrance to the city, and if her memory served her right, there were also toll gates a kilometer away from the gates of the Lucian palace. The city itself seemed oblivious to the chaos that was happening beyond its walls, and Luna didn't know how to feel about that. Shouldn't they be aware?

"Because unlike you, I've kept in touch." Her father retorted snarkily.

Luna only laughed. "Is he expecting us then?"

"We are requested for an audience with the King of himself." Her father nodded. "And, chances are, wherever the King is, the Prince is there also."

Luna narrowed her eyes at him as their car moved forward slowly. "What exactly are you trying to imply?"

"You think I'm imposing something?" The man chuckled as their car was ushered forward by a law enforcement officer.

"Please don't tell me you're trying to set me up." She grumbled, folding her arms across her chest as she shifted in her seat.

The man rolled his eyes as their car whizzed past the toll gate and began cruising through the freeway. "You're insane if you think I would help you with your romantic adventures. You are on your own."

Luna chortled, a hand over her mouth. "I'm not on one." There was momentary silence, and then, "Father, do you remember what you told me a week ago?"

Her outspoken statement about wanting to join the Assassin Brotherhood had not been brought up for an entire week—so much so that it rested at the back of her mind. But just because it wasn't voiced didn't mean she had stopped wondering about it. Thoughts and possible outcomes of that arrangement flitted in her mind at night or during those moments when she was alone in the silence. They were finally in the city where her mother was murdered for crying out loud. This was her chance.

His face became serious at her question. "I have not forgotten. Have you come to a decision?"

"I have." She spoke softly, letting the thrum of the engine dominate the suddenly tense atmosphere between them.

"Tell me when our business with his Highness is over." He nodded resolutely, making a sharp right turn as the road curved.

"Does the King know of your..." she paused, ""—allegiances? He is obviously acquainted with you and mom, but he seems closer to you in comparison to her."

Her father nodded stiffly. "He knows."

"And it's not a big deal?" She asked incredulously, amazed at this idea.

The man sighed heavily. "There are things that even I cannot tell you for they are secrets that belong in the Brotherhood."

And there he was, speaking in a cryptic tone again. "All the more reason for me to become part of it." Luna muttered under her breath, only _slightly _put out.

So the King knew of what her parents were involved in, but why doesn't he sound the least bit concerned?
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The Lucian palace itself had always been a gothic architectural wonder chiseled to perfection. That's how it had always appeared to her. She couldn't get over the notion that the structure itself held a degree of sadness and tragedy within its walls; not to mention the strangely comforting yet eerie aura it emitted. In all truth, it didn't change much. The long hallway that led to the throne room of the King was just as long and as sparsely decorated when it came to furniture. The walls, though, were adorned with the national Lucian symbol.

The palace had been expecting their arrival and at the very moment when they had pulled up at the gates, security was gracious enough to escort the King's guests into the walls that held the nation's pride. Luna didn't actually know what her father was up to, but at the moment, she could care less. She was more concerned with the choices that could possibly change her life.

Their little procession came to a halt as two enormous doors fashioned from oak wood loomed over them like a beacon.

"His Highness is waiting inside." One of the uniformed men standing with them spoke, bowing slightly to the palace's honored guests; no matter how queer it was that the announcement of their arrival was on short notice.

Luna subconsciously smoothed out her long flowing immaculate white dress. Her father though, was in a much more peculiar garb. It was presentable in itself, carrying the aura of respect along with it, but there was something distinctly roguish about his attire. It had a lot of layers, that was for sure. The entire ensemble was queer but stylish—Victorian street wear complete with trousers and an open leather coat that had a hood.

"What are you wearing?" She asked, narrowing her eyes at the get-up.

The man merely smirked in response. "I wasn't aware of the dress code." He joked.

But she didn't get to respond to his snark because a voice had rung out from the inside and the door was slowly being pulled open as a gesture of welcome. She didn't exactly know what she was expecting, but the expansive room with its high ceiling made out of crystal clear glass was empty save for two people standing at the dais. Her father walked forward without hesitation just as the King of Lucis himself stood from his place on the throne and walked towards her father with a welcoming smile.

"Arno." The King greeted with open arms as he stepped off the dais.

Somehow, it felt strange hearing her father's name leave King Regis' lips.

The assassin knelt down on one knee as he grasped the King's hand, touching his forehead to the back of it as a sign of respect.

"King Regis." He stood up, clutching the man's forearm in a show of long standing companionship. "It has been too long."

"Indeed." The King nodded in agreement. "My condolences to Lady Elise's passing. To find that she has been murdered on Lucian soil is even worst. I can assure you that my men are on the case. It is highly commendable of you to come here even if it was on short notice."

"Thank you, your Majesty."

Luna took the time to notice the other person in the room despite her effort in keeping a straight face. She never a knew that a day would come when she would see him in the flesh again, and yet here they were. Prince Noctis had stepped off of the dais too and had approached the two other men in the room, standing at his father's right hand.

"In behalf of the entire kingdom, I welcome you, Sir." The Prince held out a hand for the assassin to shake, but Arno instigated a quick half bow first before accepting the gesture.

Luna watched the entire exchange quietly, dutifully keeping her mouth shut and waiting for the moment when she would be presented. It was considered rude to introduce one's self without proper initiation. Besides, she was more than used to pretending to be invisible for the first few seconds of a reunion.

"Your Highness, tis an honor." Arno agreed before taking one step back and extending his hand towards the lady in the room. Luna took it as a cue to step forward and curtsy before the King and the Prince she had known so long ago. "May I present the lady Lunafreya."

"Elise's daughter has truly grown into a stunning lady." The King complimented with a fatherly smile, gazing upon the friendly face that had kept his son company for years. "Wouldn't you say so, my son?"

The Prince's eyes widened considerably upon his father addressing him. Initially, it had been a shock to hear that his childhood friend was coming over—on such short notice, but to see her in the flesh once again was something else indeed. When the doors to the throne room had opened and revealed her, he hadn't known how to react. It had been over a decade since he last saw her, and in all honesty, Noctis wasn't sure how to go about presenting himself for the second time around in one lifetime. But he could certainly agree with his father. Luna had grown into a stunning young woman indeed.

"Indeed she has." He nodded once, reaching for the young woman's hand as he leaned lower and touched his lips to her skin—a gentlemanly gesture expected of him. "A pleasure to meet you again, Lady Lunafreya."

Any other girl would have blushed; would have squealed; would have wild fantasies running through her head at this very moment, but Luna wasn't just any other girl. She merely stood there like a proper woman, hands folded primly in front of her as she allowed the men to speak.

"It is an honor to meet with his Majesty and your Highness once more." She agreed, taking her hand out of Noctis' as she addressed the King and his son.

"How have you been?" Regis asked politely, truly curious about the young woman's well-being—what with the news of Elise's passing and years of not seeing the girl with his son. The King honestly wondered about how she was coping.

"I have been well, your Majesty." She assured him with a smile, mindful of the way Noctis was _staring _at her from the corner of her eye.

King Regis nodded appreciatively at this information. "Wonderful. Now then, my lady, would you care to have a tour of the palace? It has been a long time, and no doubt, you would want to reminisce the days of childhood." He suggested.

Luna could sense an underlying statement in that kind offer, but she wasn't going to refuse it. One, because it would be rude, and two, she really _did _want to explore the castle grounds once again—to see what had changed and what had remained the same. Despite the offer coming out as odd, she found it was quite generous.

"That would be lovely." She agreed, nodding ever so slightly.

"The Prince himself shall escort you." The King ushered his son forward as Luna caught the sly glances that her father and King Regis were giving each other.

Quite queer for two elderly men to pull out such a jester's trick. Nevertheless, Noctis did not protest, but offered his arm to her instead. She politely declined the offer—mostly because she didn't feel like she would need to hang off of him like a stranger. It was also a way to find out if they were still familiarly comfortable with each other. And so with a quick farewell, they were off.

The King could not help but look at the two, well aware of the sensitivity behind the situation. It could be awkward, but he knew his own son well, and the Prince would have to be more than happy to be reacquainted with his childhood friend once again. Turning to the assassin standing quietly in the room, he leveled him with a wondering gaze.

"How has she been coping?" The King asked his friend seriously.

"Well enough as can be. The journey from Tenebrae to Lucis has distracted her from thinking too much on her mother's passing." Arno muttered, watching the Prince and his daughter leave the throne room entirely.

"Have you run into trouble on the way?" Regis asked curiously approaching the enormous glass window in the room.

"Quite a bit." Arno replied, looking around appreciatively. "But nothing that could not be handled. Niflheim is advancing rapidly. The rest of the world she be on guard."

"I have done all I can to strengthen Lucis' barriers further, but I hope to Etro that we would have no use for it. War is on the horizon, but it can be stopped." Regis' voice sounded grim as he recounted all of the events happening in his own kingdom and among his allies while Arno listened attentively, all too aware of it all. "There is still time, and hope for us yet..."
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Elise de la Serre-Fleuret was an aristocratic lady born of noble descent. That much was known about her. She was a member of the Council that helped govern Tenebrae, and in her lifetime, had never been involved in a dirty publicity stunt that would put her family name in jeopardy. Other noble men and women were known for their mishaps. Lady Elise was known for her honorable character—the epitome of a woman. So it wasn't surprising when news of her death had saddened many. That depressing tidbit of news, coupled with the knowledge that the murder had taken place on Lucian soil, had birthed innumerable questions in the minds of the members society.

While Insomnia Law Enforcement were handling the investigation, the Prince of Lucis himself wondered about the noble woman's death. Granted, the gruesome murder had been in the back of his mind whilst he tried to remain in blissful ignorance, and Ignis had been the trigger for the onslaught of questions that had begun plaguing him afterwards. The question had been thrown during dinner time, and the Prince found his dreams infested with blood, death, and rusty knives during that same night. (No thanks to Specky.) In the morning, Noctis found himself mulling over the situation numerous times. It had made a _brooder _out of him.

There were a number of things that Noctis hated, and one of them, was keeping things from his father's knowledge. But the next trip he and his friends had ventured into had been something worth keeping under wraps. Something about Lady Elise's death had bothered him, and Noctis wanted nothing more than to resolve it. They began their own private investigation a week ago, which brought Noctis' wandering thoughts to the now.

He and Luna walked down palace hallways—the prince, only too mindful of the way Lunafreya kept her eyes ahead of her, as if there were something in her mind that she was constantly turning over. That, or the blonde just felt awkward and was unsure about how to approach or even initiate a conversation with him.

"I'm sorry about your mom." He muttered suddenly, growling at himself inwardly for such an insensitive statement.

Maybe thinking about Lady Fleuret's death wasn't such a great idea...

There were a number of ways she could react to this, but being Luna, she chose to brush it off. Luna managed a wane smile. "You do not have to apologize, Prince Noctis."

He shook his head. "I feel like I should. It happened in this city."

"I am moving on." Luna shrugged as she rubbed her forearm absently.

"That's good." He nodded encouragingly as he pushed another massive door open, revealing a cobblestone pathway that led to the expansive garden with its numerous gazebos and hedges lined up expertly to form labyrinths.

Silence had fallen upon them again, and he didn't like it. Had time erased all sense of familiarity between them? He knew it had been over a decade, but still. They been so close, she was practically one of his best friends. Noctis wanted to initiate a topic, but he was unsure about his next words—reluctant to open this conversation. He didn't know what else to talk about around her, and bringing up their childhood social interactions would just seem wildly awkward. He _did _however, know what he _wanted _to talk about with her, but it would be a bit unpleasant, and on his part, possibly be seen as insensitive.

"I want to know who did it." Her voice broke through his thoughts.

Noctis looked at her and found that while she was admiring the view and the expertly trimmed fauna, dark thoughts pervaded her mind. Maybe he had himself to blame for that one. Apologizing for her mother's death had definitely not been a good idea. He didn't even need to ask her what she meant, because he already knew, and that was quite shameful.

"It's only natural for you to want to know." He shrugged, following her lead as she took her sweet time exploring and touching the flower buds.

"I mean no offense, but dare I say that your law enforcement authorities are being quite slow with feeding me and my father developments." Luna commented, fixing him a sharp gaze that didn't quite penetrate. "It's been a week. Surely something has turned up by now."

"I don't speak for them. I'm just a Prince." He pointed out, staring at her with bright intensity in his eyes.

"You know what I mean." She stopped walking and turned to him; her posture straight, her face serious, her mouth shaped into a thin line.

Of course he knew what she meant. It _had _been a week since he and his friends had decided to unceremoniously meddle with this murder investigation, hadn't it? And if someone had the right to know the classified information they had gathered, Luna would have to be it. Elise was her mother, for crying out loud. The girl deserved more than that.

He sighed. "You want to do it yourself, don't you?" Noctis asked, recalling the times they had played detective around the castle in their younger years.

Luna frowned, taking a seat on one of the stone benches parallel to the hydrangea dotted bushes. "It would probably be too late. It's been a week." She stressed, rubbing her hands together. "The crime scene is already clear of obvious evidence that I could have looked into."

The smirk that crept across his face could not be stopped as he claimed a seat next to her, getting comfortable with her presence by the second. (Even if the only thing they had in common at the moment was a murder case waiting to be solved.) He could help her. And having a close relative of the victim would prove to be advantageous. Other than that, Luna had every right to know about her mother's death.

"I might be able to help you with that." He smiled impishly, clasping his own hands together.

He received a bewildered response from the young woman. "I hope you're not suggesting a break-in to the forensic lab."

The grin only widened. "That never crossed my mind, but it's a great idea."

Luna snorted at his snark. "Forget it."

"Seriously though." He placed a hand on her shoulder reassuringly. "We ran our own investigating—hidden from everyone else, of course. It's tough though. We barely managed to scrap pieces of liable evidence. The crime was done cleanly. Killer knew what he was doing."

"What did you find?" She asked curiously, unable to suppress the growing need to inquire.

"Blood stains, but that was it. The only way to get a hold of it properly would be a valid witness."

"Did you run a check on the DNA strands?" Oh, she was on a roll now. "The news reported that the crime was committed in a crowded area."

"The blood was your mother's." He explained, trying to cope up with her questions. "As for the witnesses, there were several of them, and we have copies of the printed statements, but none are too concrete." He shook his head, slightly disappointed himself at the turn their probing was getting. "Everything's sketchy at the moment. But Ignis is working on something and we'll probably find it soon."

"You mean—"

"Investigation's on-going. We can help you." Noctis offered openly, removing his hand from her bare shoulder as he tried to suppress the embarrassed flush that would have crept up his cheeks. The gesture hadn't been fully conscious. It was out of habit.

And for the first time in a very long time, Noctis got the response he had wanted unconsciously for so long. She graced him with a sweet smile—his most favored out of all her smiles. It brought warmth—familiarity and comfort.

"Thank you, Noct." She murmured, still smiling at him.

"Anything to help a friend..."
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Long slender fingers gently gripped steel that lined the edges of the door frame. Pushing back the barrier slowly but surely, Luna savored the cool night breeze that greeted her as soon as she stepped out into the small balcony that their apartment had to offer. She could remember feeling this very same sensation back at home when she used to take night strolls through the manor's expansive grounds. The view was different though. Instead of acres upon acres of trees all clustered together, what greeted her was a view of the nightly buzzing metropolis. It was actually kind of sad. To be reminded of the real reason for their coming here, but she didn't have to dwell on that now, did she?

With the feel of the cool night air embracing her, Luna allowed her mind to drift off and wander into memories of what had transpired during the day. To say it had been uneventful would be an understatement. While nothing grand had happened, a _lot _had taken place. From the moment they were granted passage to Lucis' carefully guarded borders, to entering the palace, to seeing an old friend again after a decade, until supper with the royal family and entourage.

The last part of the day had been the most interesting, to say the least. Dinner with the royal family had been pleasant, but—for the lack of a better word—lively too. There was a lot of talking and bantering involved. Noctis' blonde friend had been the proprietor of most of the harmless jokes flying around the table. Prompto was his name if she could recall correctly. His friends all had...interesting personalities. They differed from each other, but she had definitely sensed the strong connection between them—a bond shared and founded.

Yet another thing to ponder on. How did it feel to be a part of a closely knit group like that? She wasn't a loner by any means; she had friends, but she didn't think any of them had stuck around like what Noctis' companions had obviously done. Come to think of it, the only constant best friend she had ever had was her mother.

Her fingers absently felt for the precious bit of parchment she had always carried around with her ever since she had found it lying among the clutter in her drawers. The letter had been taken out of the envelope now, and was crinkled in several places where she had grasped it. Only a week, and it was already showing signs of age—if the wrinkled lines were anything to come by. It had been folded and refolded to a point of no return now that each time her eyes had scanned the page and tried to discern the hidden message in her mother's last words, Luna found herself enamored in even more questions rather than answers—answers she yearned for so badly.

"Still poring over her letter?"

Luna whirled around to catch the silhouette of her father, barely highlighted in city strobes. She shook her head.

"I still do not understand what she means by this. There's a bigger picture that I cannot see yet." Sighing heavily, she refolded the parchment and hid it in the folds of her warm clothing. "It's slightly frustrating."

"That would make two of us." Arno grunted, observing his daughter's outlined form, riddled with questions himself. "Elise had always been cryptic; too careful to reveal important information."

"Father, I've come to a decision." Luna spoke up suddenly after a moment of silence.

The older man's head turned towards her, expectant of what she was willing to pass. To be honest with herself, Luna wasn't entirely sure if she was correct in taking a chance and executing a step of faith in her instincts and her mother's written words. But then again, a life without taking risks meant losing opportunities that only opened their doors once.

"I'm joining the Brotherhood..."

* * *

><p><strong>AN: I've said this before. This is no cross-over because none of Ubisoft's characters are going to be important in the story, but that doesn't mean I'm going to leave them out. There are already two characters making their appearance in this AU.**

**#1 - Arno Victor Dorian - In this story, I made him Luna's father, but in the actual Assassin's Creed franchise, he's an Austrian [?] assassin in AC Unity.**

**#2 - Elise de la Serre - Luna's mom in the story. I mean, Elise is Arno's love interest in Assassin's Creed and since their story happened in and during the French Revolution, I only thought it appropriate to make her Luna's mom. SE didn't reveal Luna's real parents' names, so we'll have to make do with this one. 'Fleuret' is a French term after all, so I figured Elise de la Serre would be fitting for the role of Lunafreya's mother in the story.**

**Now something's bound to happen... xD Finally. I'm going back to finalizing chapter 4 now. And since Noctis has finally made his appearance, 3 ^-^, I have a question. Do YOU think Noctis has ulterior motives for helping Luna? Tell me in your reviews, and if you see any errors, please feel free to point it out and correct me. :D Constructive criticism is VERY useful. Anyways, if you liked this, let me know, and the 4th chapter should probably be up soon. I'll see you next time, guys. Love you :3**


End file.
